While ^Yvette was singing; I caught sight of a white- A survivor bearded figure sitting in the front row—surely I knew that of the lace—yes, it was Arthur Symons, Symons who had written nineties witli such ardent enthusiasm of Yvette in the nineties, And as he left the hall in opera hat and winged cloak, modish in those distant days, the past and the present drew together.
I scarcely expected that Symons with his delicate state of health would be almost the last survivor of the poets' circle of the nineties, For now Yeats was to see his last winter. His heart had for some time been a cause of anxiety and he spent his winters abroad'. On December 29th, 1938, he wrote to * me from Cap Martin:
My clear Rothenstein,
You advised me two or three years ago to get some em
broidery designs from Diana Murphy. I asked her for four
large designs, she has done three and all are beautiful and I
suppose the fourth will come sooner or later; but I want sorne-
thing rather different now. I want another mind and I want
one or two small designs (say eighteen inches by twelve). My
sister, as you know, was the pupil of William Morris and May
Morris and is probably the only one left now. She is trying
to do a series of needle pictures which represents incidents
or symbols of the Irish heroic age. Miss Murphy has done
the Land of Youth as it is in my early poetry, a design from
a poem of mine called The Happy TownlancT, and an Innis-
free'. The idea of these designs and of one she is now doing
is to picture an ideal country. I want one or two heroic inci
dents possibly from my poems, familiar themes. I will of
course send suggestions, probably from the old epics. In
England the romantic movement is of course over and the
average artists guys the dream. With us it is the opposite.
Some of the best known of the young men who got them
selves in 1916 had the Irish legendary hero Cuchullain so
much in their minds that the Government has celebrated the
event with a bad statue. For us a legendary man or woman
must still be able to fight or to dance. Now do you know of
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